THE SECOND AFTERNOON

IN the dining-room of her notorious house Mere Bonbon
was presiding at the head of the table over the remains of
the mid-day meal. The actual eating had been finished
long ago 5 but the commotion last night in the Pension
had made Mere Bonbon so voluble., so eloquent even, that
the half-dozen or so of her boarders who had slouched
down from their rooms at half-past one were still lolling
round the uncleared table in various kinds of deshabille,
smoking cigarettes and drinking bottled beer while they
listened to her chatter instead of retiring to their rooms
and trying to sleep away the hot afternoon.

When the maid of all work shuffled in to say that an
important monsieur was waiting to see Mere Bonbon about
the damage to her lamp last night, the old lady (though to
call her old is to pay more attention to the wear and tear
of vice than of age, for she was hardly more than fifty-
five, perhaps not so much) crossed herself. She had just
pushed away the dirty plates and dishes from her end of
the table and after a triple cut she was gazing at the cards
spread out before her in a horse-shoe to discover if her
wish would be granted. At the moment the outer bell
sounded she had deduced from the arrangement of the
cards that it would be granted. Therefore, when the
arrival was announced of an important monsieur to deal
with the question of her lamp she felt a stir of the super-
natural in her dining-room, since her wish had been that
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